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and live a life of evil which would inevitably lead
her footsteps back to jail?

My thoughts were confused. I stroked Bachuli's
head and said "I hope I see you again, Bachuli. You
must work well and get a lot of remission, then you
can get out of the jail quicker perhaps." A bright
smile lit up her face. "Oh yes" she said "they tell
me if I give no trouble and work hard I shall get
off much sooner and will not have to do my full
term. I shall go to my parents and it will be so
lovely. My home is in the mountains and I do love
them so." I walked away sadly, hoping that her
courage and optimism would never falter through
the long years she was to remain in prison. A
child of the mountain this young creature was
used to trees, flowers and fresh air. How could
she stand prison life on the plains, or the intense
heat of the summer? These were the doubts that
assailed me and yet she seemed fairly contented
and resigned to her fate. I could not but admire her.

I looked round once again and saw her com-
pletely engrossed in her work. A year I spent with
little Bachuli in that prison. I often longed for the
outside world, but when the day dawned for me to
go, I felt unhappy. There would be no bright-eyed
Bachuli with me to while away the hours with her
talk and mountain ditties, and the thought of leav-
ing her behind made me most miserable. The day
dawned which was the last in my prison home and
I went round to my comrades bidding them fare-
well. Suddenly two arms were flung round me and
I saw beloved Bachuli, her large eyes filled with
tears standing mutely beside me. I embraced her
and making her look straight at me I said "You
must be brave, Bachuli, and try,^and_ be^
When you come out you must '"
you want to come to me you